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"I touched the ball and walked away without reply.
The old man hobbled after me. He soon raised an out-
cry: 'My gold is gone!'
"As I paid no attention, he suddenly spoke in a sten-
torian voice that issued oddly from his frail body:
" *Do you not recognize me?'
"I stood speechless, aghast at the belated discovery that
this unimpressive old cripple was none other than the
great saint who, long, long ago, had initiated me into
yoga. He straightened himself; his body instantly became
strong and youthful.
44 *SoF My guru's glance was fiery. *I see with my own
eyes that you use your powers, not to help suffering
humanity, but to prey on it like a common thief! I with-
draw your occult gifts; Hazrat is now freed from you.
No longer shall you be a terror in Bengal/
"I called on Hazrat in anguished tones; for the first
time, he did not appear to my inner sight. But a dark
veil suddenly lifted; I saw clearly the blasphemy of my
life.
" *My guru, I thank you for coming to banish my long
delusion.' I was sobbing at his feet *I promise to for-
sake my worldly ambitions. I will retire to the moun-
tains for lonely meditation on God, hoping to atone for
my evil past.*
"My master regarded me with silent compassion. *I
feel your sincerity,* he said finally. 'Because of your earlier
years of strict obedience, and because of your present
repentance, I will grant you one boon. Your other powers
are now gone, but.whenever food and clothing are needed,
you may still call successfully on Hazrat to supply them.
Devote yourself whole-heartedly to divine understanding
in the mountain solitudes.*
"My guru then vanished; I was left to my tears and
reflections. Farewell, world! I go to seek the forgiveness
of the Cosmic Beloved."